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Aii  Courant 


"It  is  through  the  idealism  of  youth  that  man  catches  sight 
of  truth,  and  in  that  idealism  he  possesses  a  wealth  which 
he  must  never  exchange  for  anything  else.  We  must  all  be 
prepared  to  find  that  life  tries  to  take  from  us  our  belief  in 
the  good  and  the  true,  and  our  enthusiasm  for  them,  but  we 
need  not  surrender  them" 


s  youth  approaches  adulthood,  reality  introduces  itself  in  many 


grotesque  shapes  which  were  foreign  to  the  naive  child.  Although 
these  forms  have  always  haunted  the  paths  of  life,  as  children  we 
were  oblivious  of  them.  The  older  we  get,  the  more  ugliness  we  recog- 
nize; we  feel  that  society  is  deteriorating.  This  apparent  degradation 
fosters  a  cynicism  which,  with  each  grain  of  discontent,  becomes  more 
deeply  rooted. 

This  progression  is  a  natural  one  and  I  would  not  propose  an 
alteration  of  human  nature.  Unfortunately,  however,  adolescence 
has  misinterpreted  its  value.  Cynicism  has  become  a  token  of  matur- 
ity and  also  a  habit.  It  is  strange  that  in  striving  for  sophistication  we 
abandon  our  most  precious  possession  -  idealism. 

Hindsight  is  generally  more  reliable  than  foresight.  Therefore,  it 
seems  pertinent  to  turn  to  one  who  reminisces  for  advice,  to  para- 
phrase the  counsel  of  Albert  Schweitzer.  Retain  your  idealism;  re- 
tain your  wisdom. 


(Albert  Schweitzer: 


Memoirs  of  Childhood  and  Youth) 


B.L.M. 
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Advice  to  the  "Outs  from  the  Ins" 


he  swing-set  has  set  off  a  flare  which  has  lighted  all  four  corners 


x  of  the  globe.  That  look  that  "startled  Paris,  then  swept  the  world" 
has  dusted  pages  and  pages  of  fashion-magazine  articles  and  adver- 
tisements. It  is  time  to  "go  where  the  action  is"  and  your  ticket?  Why, 
the  purchase  of  action  clothes  and  make-up  of  course.  By  following 
closely  the  advice  given  in  the  latest  fashion  magazines,  you  may 
join  the  "jet-set"  for  .  .  . 

A  "rendezvous  with  destiny",  but  pay  careful  attention  to  the 
directions  so  you  can  shape  your  own!  First,  you  must  trap  your- 
self an  escort.  Find  an  attractive  jetsetter  and  attract  him.  "Do  your 
makeup  as  the  top  models  do  ...  "  Wear  "beat"  clothes,  "flashy" 
stripes  with  "subtle"  plaids.  Go  daring!  Don't  be  shy,  show  him 
the  "real  you".  Drop  the  neckline  and  hike  up  the  skirt,  you're  play- 
ing tor  keeps.  Your  hair  should  be  parted  and  pulled  down  over 
one  eye.  To  keep  it  this  way,  use  a  "hair  spray  that  holds  but  doesn't 


When  he  is  intrigued,  invite  closer  inspection.  "Be  sure  your 
lips  are  kissable".  Invite  action.  If  you're  to  be  a  member  of  the  jet- 
set,  you  must  move  like  one.  Now,  "Catch  him  in  the  spell  of  Chanel" 
or  maybe  Chantilly.  "Are  you  woman  enough  to  wear  Chantilly?" 
If  not,  you'd  better  stick  with  Chanel. 


inhibit. 
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Now  that  you  have  a  suitable  escort,  "start  to  live."  Hit  the 
"hot-spots"!  Today  is  your  initiation  into  "the  Great  Society"  so  .  .  . 
let  yourself  go!  Get  carried  away  on  a  tour  of  madness!  Place  the 
emphasis  on  the  bizarre,  the  different,  the  exciting!  Make  it  a  day  to 
remember,  then  .  .  .  make  it  "the  night  the  town  falls."  Your  clothes 
and  make-up  make  the  mood,  make  it  dynamic.  Go  dancing  and 
remember,  "nothing  Freddies,  Frugs,  Monkeys,  Skas,  or  Watusis 
like  leather  -  it's  fashion's  favorite  footwear  this  fall!"  Move  with 
the  discotheque.  Get  with  the  "go-going  glitter  of  the  Now  genera- 
tion"! Turn  on  your  "go-lights".  It's  dancing  and  romancing  until 
"in  the  wee  small  hours,  you  say  'yes'  to  a  snack".  WHY  NOT?  This 
is  a  fling  with  the  "in-crowd,"  don't  let  it  stop.  Make  this  one  an  all- 
night  all-nighter! 

Now,  the  perfect  ending  to  the  perfect  evening,  a  walk  through 
the  city-What?  It's  raining?  So,  let  it  rain!  "A  dreamy  walk  in  the 
rain  .  .  .  but  it  was  no  dream  that  he  proposed  to  you  in  your  vinyl- 
coat  by  Latlaque  de  Paris".  So  in  one  wonderful  day  you've  become 
a  pilot  for  the  jet-set  and  have  acquired  a  very  special  ring  for  the 
fourth  finger  of  your  left  hand.  Well,  Cinderella,  how  did  it  happen? 
Fairy  Godmother?  BAH!  They  all  fell  for  the  action  clothes  and 
make-up.  Here's  a  hint:  unless  you  want  your  pilot's  license  revoked 
and  that  pretty  ring  removed,  don't  forget  that  in  today's  world 
it's  the  front  that  counts  -  keep  yours  up! 
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Why? 


Nameless  little  Cains,  why  run 
To  the  destruction  of  your  guns? 
From  suicidal  cliffs  you  fly. 

why? 

Scuffling  scorpions,  why  sting? 
Are  you  sure  'tis  you  who'll  win? 
Like  the  vermin,  you  will  die. 

why? 

Pseudoed  Hercules,  why  slay? 
As  the  plague  does  on  her  way? 
Butchered,  pigs  are  bound  to  cry, 

"why?" 

Like  evil  Hydra  is  the  war, 

For  each  head  off,  arise  two  more. 

Given  an  answer,  I'll  reply, 

"why?" 

DOROTHY  CHENEY 
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The  Potter's  Shoi 


Cilently  I  sat  within  the  dark,  cluttered  shop;  the  crockery  stared 
at  me,  an  intruder.  Some  only  listened  and  did  not  speak. 
Others  sighed  a  tuneless  song.  A  few  questioned;  they  did  not  know 
tomorrow's  threat.  I  became  part  of  that  Potter's  work.  We  were 
brothers  all. 


One  newer  amphora  of  gray  warily  questioned  me.  "We  are 
whole  today,  but  what  of  tomorrow?  Will  our  broken  pieces  be  tram- 
pled among  common  dust?  Surely  our  Potter  did  not 'form  us  in 
vain?  Will  we  soon  be  broken  by  a  careless  sweep  of  His  arm?" 


"And  what  of  me?"  cried  an  old  listing  pot  in  the  corner.  "I 
wish  to  live  but  cannot  break  'way  from  my  distorted  form." 


I  lifted  that  twisted  pot  and  pressed  its  lip  to  mine.  "You  shall 
carry  my  secrets,  my  love,  my  wine,  and  I  shall  hold  your  fate  in  my 
hands  as  I  drink." 


I  left  the  dark  shop  through  the  narrow  door  and,  entering  the 
harsh,  blinding  light  of  day,  carried  the  maimed  empty  pot,  soon  to 
be  filled. 
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Execrable  Countenance 


I  glance  in  the  mirror  and  what  do  I  meet? 

This  countenance  ought  to  be  wrapped  'round  my  feet. 

So  I  saw  my  nose  in  true  spite  of  my  face. 

Execrable  creature,  you  still  win  this  race. 

But  never  again  shall  I  feel  such  deflation, 

For  my  true  panacea  is  decapitation! 

CANDY  HOWES 
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ariotte  C^rwin 

Democracy  In  Election? 


T  n  a  society  as  complex  as  modern  America,  the  means  of  secur- 
ing leadership  must  also  be  of  great  complexity.  In  today's 
"game"  of  politics  one  finds  honest  and  capable  men,  yet  also  those 
who  seek  office  for  the  status  it  affords,  who  are  greedy  for  power, 
and  who  wish  to  use  this  power  for  monetary  gain.  The  general  pub- 
lic seems  to  have  inured  themselves  to  the  fact  that  politics  is  corrupt 
beyond  revoke  and  has  forgotten  that,  for  the  most  part,  the  elec- 
torate themselves  are  to  blame.  The  success  of  our  democratic  way 
of  government  lies  upon  the  individual  and  his  responsibility  to  him- 
self and  to  his  compatriots.  Aside  from  the  fact  that  nothing  can  be 
done  to  prevent  an  unfit  candidate  from  making  a  bid  for  public 
office,  a  great  deal  can  be  done  to  keep  this  man  from  actually  ob- 
taining a  position  of  leadership.  We  may  accept  the  fact  that  corrupt 
men  run  for  office  and  are  often  elected,  but  when  good  and  just  men 
run  for  office,  are  recognized  and  voted  for  as  such,  and  are 
defeated,  it  is  time  to  react.  The  actual  election  procedure  is  often 
of  men  and  women  is  elected  in  each  state  to  cast  that  state's  electoral 
vote  for  the  office  of  the  presidency.  The  number  of  electors  from 
each  state  is  determined  by  the  total  number  of  United  States  Sena- 
tors and  Representatives  from  that  state.  Thus  New  York  has  forty- 
five  electors,  and  Maine,  four. 

The  theory  behind  the  electoral  college  indicates  that  the  elec- 
tors are  supposedly  elevated  above  certain  party  intrigues  and  can 
obey  the  wishes  of  the  people  as  a  whole.  But,  as  stated  by  Senator 
Thomas  H.  Benton,  "From  the  beginning,  these  electors  have  been 
useless,  and  an  inconvenient  intervention  between  the  people  and 
the  object  of  their  choice."  This  statement  is  supported  by  the  fact 
that  the  person  who  votes  for  the  losing  candidate  may  as  well  have 
stayed  at  home  for  the  consideration  his  vote  receives.  This  reduces 
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the  importance  of  the  ballot  as  we  know  it,  and  appears  to  undermine 
the  concept  of  democracy.  Another  fault  of  the  electoral  college  is 
that  it  is  not  representative.  The  average  popular  vote  of  a  winning 
presidential  candidate  has  been  50%,  whereas  his  average  electoral 
vote  has  been  66%.  With  such  proofs  at  hand,  it  is  mortifying  to 
realize  that  nothing  has  been  done  to  improve  the  system. 

Our  voting  system  is  one  of  our  most  democratic  attempts  at 
true  democracy.  When  he  casts  his  ballot,  the  individual  becomes, 
in  effect,  the  government,  since  through  his  vote  he  is  governing 
himself  and  his  fellow  countrymen.  The  freedom  of  the  popular 
ballot  should  be  the  foundation  for  all  elections.  To  abolish  the  elec- 
toral college  and  to  institute  a  new  election  system  based  solely  on 
the  popular  vote  would  seem  a  logical  step.  In  such  a  new  system  the 
burden  of  verifying  its  vote  would  rest  upon  each  state.  The  state 
would  then  send  its  verified  tally  to  a  group  of  officials  in  Washing- 
ton who  would  be  responsible  for  the  final  tabulation.  In  the  age  of 
the  computer,  this  seems  to  be  a  workable  solution.  Voting  would  be 
facilitated,  and  the  unnecessary  intervention  of  the  electoral  college 
would  be  eliminated. 

The  system  of  popular  vote  also  has  many  flaws,  as  demonstrated 
in  all  levels  of  governmental  elections.  Every  year  the  right  of  the 
franchise  is  abused.  Those  who  do  not  inform  themselves  about  the 
candidates  and  the  issues,  and  who  consequently  vote  by  personal 
whim,  those  who  allow  themselves  to  be  swayed  by  popular  beliefs 
and  conventions,  and  those  who  do  not  vote  at  all  are  as  guilty  as 
the  dishonest  politician.  In  fact,  they  are  more  guilty,  for  he  has 
succeeded  in  his  objective,  and  they  have  failed  in  theirs — to  secure 
competent  leadership. 

The  solution  to  such  a  vast  political  and  moral  problem  is  not 
forthcoming.  The  concept  of  democracy  is  generally  misunderstood, 
and  the  American  practice  of  democracy  is  weakening.  A  time  may 
be  coming  when  we  will  have  to  die  by  the  millions  to  defend  our 
liberties.  It  is  no  time  for  public  apathy.  God  save  us  from  our- 
selves that  we  do  not  vote  away  our  liberties  under  the  guise  of 
comfort  and  efficiency.  The  success  of  this,  our  ideal  America, 
depends  upon  our  energy  to  question  both  intelligently  and  con- 
structively our  system  of  government  and  to  be  willing  to  infuse  it 
with  the  new  blood  of  our  concerns  and  of  our  reforms. 


[12] 


i  love 

sunshine, 

rainstorms,  and 

lollipops, 

summer, 

balloons,  and 

raindrops, 

candy, 

animals,  and 
carousels, 
ocean, 
fields,  and 
magic  spells, 
mice, 
lions,  and 
tangerines, 
magic, 

rainbows,  and 

tambourines, 

sand, 

stallions,  and 

lightnings, 

wine, 

stars,  and 

wonderings, 

moon, 

seashells,  and 
the  zoo, 
nothing, 
everything,  and 
you. 

ANN  GOULD 
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Claire  W 


oore 


Meditations 


he  brightly-lit  symmetrical  subway  made  its  metallic  way  through 


tunnels  of  New  York.  Inside  a  red-faced  and  generously-stom- 
ached Businessman  clutched  his  handle  and  jerked  to  the  rhythm 
of  the  rocking:  subway  and  the  safety-lights,  harmoniously-spaced 
outside.  His  bored  and  bald  head  was  sluggishly  nodding  half  a 
beat  after  the  more  co-ordinated  train.  Surprisingly  enough,  he 
thrived  at  this  hour.  Looking  down  on  him  so  maliciously,  the  glaring 
faces  in  the  cigarette  advertisements  and  the  glaring  neon  lights 
seemed  to  scare  him  from  his  usual  intellectual  inertness.  He  was  a 
well  rounded  fifty-two  inches  and  disliked  golf  intensely.  When  he 
got  off  the  subway,  however,  he  would  put  a  tired  cigar  in  a  tense 
mouth  and  conservatively  converse  about  the  merits  of  golf  to  the 
modern  Neanderthal. 


But  the  man-made,  man-driven  and  machine-perfect  subway 
told  him  that  a  companion  commuter  on  this  dark  world  with  the 
flashy,  conceited  neon  lights  was  wrong,  as  dead  wrong  as  any  dead 
God  who  did  not  realize  the  individual  importance  of  each  ship- 
board trimmer.  After  all.  a  trimmer  is  not  too  far  from  a  Neander- 
thal, and  a  trimmer  is  technically  a  man:  but  that  fellow  who  spoke 
of  golf  was  a  man.  A  crawling  cave  man,  you  mean. 

The  subway  screeched  to  a  halt  and  hurtled  the  Thinker  out 
of  the  door,  and  out  of  the  status  of  Philosopher.  Then  the  Business- 
man grimly  greeted  his  willful  wife  ar  J  politely  puffed  at  his  socially 
acceptable  cigar. 


Man,  you  mean." 
"Yes  .  .  .  that's  right; 
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If  you  aren't  very  happy 

because  your  hair  won't  stay  loose  or  your  fingers  won't  snap, 
If  you  believe  in  god  and  mother  and  Apple  Pie 
but  aren't  willin' 
to  listen  to  Bob  Dylan, 
If  you  go  on  Peace  Marches  up  a  busy  street 
starting  with  freedom  in  your  heart  and  finishing 
with  blisters  on  your  feet, 

if  you  prefer 

English  Toffee  to  expresso  coffee, 
or  if  you  try  to  split  the  scene  on  a 

BMU  motorcycle  but  only  split  your  pants  along  the  seam, 
If  you  have  tried  to  talk  of  equality  and  free  love  at  a  party 
but  discovered  by  close  inspection  that  'dirty' 
is  a  synonym  for  'Arty', 
If  you  want  to  rebel 

but  you're  afraid  someone  will  tell, 
and  if  you  can't  even  hum 

"We  Shall  Overcome"  .  .  . 
Just  remember  first  and  foremost 

YOU'RE  A  SINFUL  NON-CONFORMIST! 


NAN  BYAM 
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^ibebbie  lAJebiter 

Torture 


I  enter  the  room,  the  sight  which  meets  my  eyes  is  sickening. 
Mansrled.  twisted,  groaning  bodies  are  sprawling  on  the  floor 
or  flying  through  the  air  as  if  some  giant  hand  had  flung  them.  Yet 
it  is  some  relief  to  know  that  others  also  have  a  fate  like  mv  own. 


I  am  thrust  against  a  steel  rod.  I  grope  madly  for  a  clasp,  but 
it  is  always  slipping,  inching  away  from  my  grasp.  Suddenly,  I  fall 
and  scream,  but  my  screams  are  muffled  by  the  crackling  and  crunch- 
ing of  bone. 


The  worst  is  yet  to  come.  I  am  being  stretched  and  pulled  into 
grotesque  shapes  by  arms  that  are  strong.  I  cannot  take  it  any  longer! 
Will  it  ever  end0 


Wait!  What  is  that?  A  relieved  sigh  is  allowed  to  escape  from 
my  parched  lips.  For.  at  last,  I  know  it  is  true.  I  hear  a  bell;  tum- 
bling class  is  through. 
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Blessed  Are  the  Lonely 


Blessed  is  a  rainbow 

Blessed  is  a  beach 

Blessed  is  a  dead  bumble  bee, 

And  blessed  is  the  one  who  killed  it. 

Blessed  is  November  wind  in  September; 

Blessed  are  the  trees,  still  green 

And  blessed  are  the  red  ones, 

And  the  dead  ones; 

Bare  branches  shake  and  moan 

And  dry  brown  leaves  scamper  down  the  street. 

Blessed  is  the  rain, 

And  the  babes  who  play  in  the  puddles. 

Blessed  are  the  wicked  in  clubs  and  huddles. 

Blessed  are  fortune  and  fate; 

And  so  is  an  empty  plate. 

Blessed  is  a  single  mitten; 

Blessed  is  the  child  that  lost  it; 

And  blessed  am  I  who  found  it, 

And  looked  around  it 

And  saw  no  name 

But  just  the  same 

I  called  it  "lonely" 

And  also  "blessed", 

For  blessed  are  the  lonely. 

ELIZABETH  BONAN 
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Haiku 


Pretension  is  like  ivy  .  .  . 
It  is  stripped  bare  when 
the  first  cold  winds  blow. 


Love  returned  to  me 

with  the  coming  of  spring  .  .  . 
waxed  and  waned 
with  the  season. 


For  an  instant, 

the  raindrop  revealed  my  world  .  .  . 
It  was  distorted. 

NAN  BYAM 
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Moses  Bligtree 


"Change,  dats  it  boys. 

One  day  jest  lik  de  lordy  done 

said 

Sumpdin  gonna  sweep  out  dat 
sky  lik  a  beeg  ole  bird 

And  chomp  down  on  dis  ole 
whorld. 

An  Fs  a  telling  you  din 
Ain't  nobodey  but  de  righteaous 
gonna  see  im  in  time 

To  drap  to  dair  knees  lik  horses 
wid  rheumatiz, 

And  dem  bad  folkes 
When  dey  look  up,  tis  gonna 
be  jest  a  lil  too  late. 

Dey'll  all  be  crying  lik  pigs 
in  de  slaughterhouse, 

T'ain't  gonna  help. 
Lik  I  says, 

T'is  gonna  be  too  late." 

CHER  LEWIS 
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'Ylf]a  ftli  a  (J2ayleS 

The  Toueh  Cult 


T  t  has  always  been  the  custom  of  mankind,  when  he  is  engaged 
in  military  battle,  dragon  slaughter,  or  such  recreations  as  joust- 
ing or  gladiatorism,  to  wear  a  suit  of  armor.  Early  armor  ranged 
from  a  jerkin  of  leather  or  chain  mail  to  the  fantastic  armor  of  Count 
Sigismund  of  Tirol,  which  had  pointed  toes  and  a  moveable  visor. 
Often  this  gear  was  most  unwieldy;  knights  had  to  be  lifted  to  their 
steeds.  Difficult  as  it  was  to  get  around  in,  it  had  seme  highly  com- 
mendable qualities.  Besides  being  marvelous  protection,  it  could  be 
removed,  and  it  never  was  confused  with  the  wearer  himself. 

In  our  Western  civilization  there  remains  very  little  jousting.  Dra- 
gons have  been  domesticated  and  bear  Brand  Names.  Military  battle 
goes  by  several  aliases:  riots,  demonstrations,  demolition  derbies, 
deb  parties,  and  football.  None  of  these  require  extensive  armor 
(with  the  exception  of  football).  And  man's  yearning  for  battle  re- 
mains unfulfilled. 

Civilization  must  deal  with  man's  impulses  and  yearnings. 
Societies  that  restrict  them  usually  fail.  So,  rather  than  restrict,  society 
refines  the  impulse  and  places  it  on  a  different  level,  hoping  to  render 
it  harmless  and  productive.  When  an  impulse  is  overlooked,  a  cur- 
ious thing  can  happen.  It  may  be  suppressed  and  break  out  violently, 
as  does  the  anger  of  oppressed  peoples,  or  it  may  take  on  a  new  ex- 
pression, assimilating  itself  into  the  culture. 

American  teenagers  are  not  an  oppressed  people.  They  are  the 
Prince  Matchabellis,  the  Clearasil  Personalities,  the  Smile  Girls,  with 
a  Great  Look  Going  in  Jantzen  and  Bonne  Belle  White  White  lip 
gloss.  It  all  sounds  very  idyllic;  the  Bright  Young  Things  sparkling 
the  late  date  scene  are  harmless  and  happy.  Not  so.  They  are  as 
subject  to  impulses,  desires,  fears,  and  hopes  as  a  feudal  serf.  The 
difference  is  not  in  degree  or  substance  of  feeling,  but  in  externals. 
The  response  is  the  same,  the  stimulus  worlds  apart. 
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How  does  a  teenager  make  battle?  What  sort  of  armor  does  this 
battle  require?  Although  the  armor  bears  very  little  superficial  re- 
semblance to  that  of  Count  Sigismund,  there  are  certain  similarities. 
The  tangible  aspects  are  most  unwieldy.  To  choose  her  best  visible 
equipment,  the  young  lady  of  current  society  must  probe  extensively 
into  the  following  fields:  How  "The  On  Set  Slicks  up  in  Shiny  Vinyl, 
Turns  on  the  Clicky  Crochets,  Zips  around  in  Zany  Velour,  Puts 
Punch  in  Paisley  with  'Pigskin'  Pants,  Hankers  for  Heather  Tints, 
etc."  If  she  has  questions  she  can  consult  "Sewing  Scoops,  Which 
Girl  Are  You?,  Dressing  Table  Talk,  Dieter's  Clipboard."  All  this 
is  of  course  very  frivolous  and  by  no  means  a  novelty.  The  point  of 
difference  lies  much  deeper — in  the  real  armor,  in  the  strange  battle 
itself. 

The  good  qualities  of  the  Count's  armor  do  not  exist  for  the 
Young  Thing.  For  today's  battle  the  exterior  must  be  tough,  impen- 
etrable, permanent.  Armor  must  be  worn  at  all  times,  in  all  places 
and  all  company.  In  his  "Curricular  Proposal",  Howard  Mumford 
Jones  states  the  nature  of  the  battle. 

6.  The  study  of  personal  relationships  in  modern 

society  The  common  phrases  of  the  day  are 

illuminating.  The  fear  of  being  double-crossed, 
the  fear  of  sticking  your  neck  out,  the  fear  of 
being  taken  in,  the  fear,  in  sum,  that  your 
competitor  may  not  play  the  game  according  to 
the  rules — these  are  the  fears  that  seem  to  haunt 
our  young  men  and  women  as  they  enter  the  com- 
petitive game  Mayo  rightly  charges  us  with 

"utter  social  imcompetence." 

American  youth  reacts  to  this  violently  and  paradoxically.  They  go 
in  two  directions  at  once.  First,  they  make  the  unit  of  society  most 
important  to  themselves — the  couple — into  a  sales  commodity,  pain- 
fully wanting  it  to  succeed,  if  only  on  the  pages  of  glamour  maga- 
zines. Then  in  trying  to  excape  from  the  problem  they  escape  from 
people  —  perpetuating  the  problem.  The  battle  of  the  On  Group  is  a 
kind  of  anti-battle.  A  true  battle  is  the  encounter  of  people,  conflict- 
ing or  otherwise.  When  an  encounter  is  made,  the  emotion  is  fear — 
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as  in  the  popular  song,  ''When  I  woke  up  this  morning,  you  were 
on  my  mind,  you  were  on  my  mind ;  I  got  trouble,  I  got  worries  .  .  . 
The  encounter  becomes  part  of  the  grimly  serious  battle  to  gain  the 
upper  hand,  to  get  an  advantage,  to  keep  one's  distance — to  remain 
cool.  No  one  ever  thinks  in  terms  of  giving;  one  only  receives:  not 
romance,  or  even  friendship,  but  "Satisfaction"  and  "Action."  The 
rules  of  battle  are  elaborate— questions  can  be  answered  by  reading 
"Young  Living — Should  I  Tell  Everything?  .  .  .  Why  Doesn't  He 
Write?"  This  very  neatly  skirts  the  difficulty  of  dealing  directly  with 
another  person.  The  code — the  norm — is  the  armor.  It  protects  the 
individual  from  messy  emotional  contact.  Some  of  the  gallant  knights 
and  knightdresses  make  the  error  of  shedding  their  armor  and  try- 
ing to  communicate.  These  are  the  boys  who  are  "too  serious"  and 
the  girls  who  are  "too  forward."  Naked  warriors  get  seriously 
wounded  in  battle;  it  is  better  to  keep  the  little  song  in  your  head. 

Don't  let  the  sun  catch  you  cryin'  .  .  . 
...  It  may  be  hard  to  discover  that  you've 

been  left  for  another, 
But  don't  forget  that  love's  a  game, 
And  you  can  always  play  again. 
So,  don't  let  the  sun  catch  you  cryin'. 

If  the  Bright  Young  Things  can  stay  detached  not  only  from  the 
opposite  sex,  but  from  friends,  from  teachers,  from  family,  they  will 
remain  unhurt.  The  armor  will  fuse  with  the  wearer,  and  the  battle 
will  intensify  until  each  is  cool,  tough,  and  very  much  alone. 
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A  Cherry  in  the  Pudding 


ribbons  in  my  hair  —  and  bigger  ones 
on  my  dresses  .  .  .  that  I  can  feel  with 
my  elbows  —  and  christmas  and  snow 
and  carols  and  daddy  and  the  turkey 
and  a  little  cherry  in  the  pudding. 

the  rain  beating  on  the  roof  —  and  thunder 
in  the  sky  that  makes  me  scared  —  and 
sunshine  and  jump  ropes  —  mommie 
and  sandwiches  at  twelve-o-five 
and  a  kiss  as  I  run  off. 

people  and  more  friends  —  parties  —  and 
rings  with  kisses  and  sweaters  with 
names  on  the  front  —  and  dances 
with  long  dresses  that  make  girls 
feel  like  ladies  with  hair  pinned  up. 

and  flowers  and  dresses  with  a  white 
veil  —  tears  —  and  children  that  cry  and 
are  small  and  grow  up  too  soon 
and  leave  —  and  watching  them 
go  off,  alone  because  he's  gone  too. 

and  growing  old  —  white  hair  and 

quivering  hands  —  eyes  that  have 

no  more  tears  —  and  IT  so  near 

and  time  always  slow  and  thinking 

of  those  ribbons  and  teddy  bears  with  red  noses. 

and  one  night  being  especially  sleepy 
and  keeping  the  Bible  handy  —  just 
in  case  —  and  lying  and  remembering 
the  snow  and  the  kiss  at  twelve-o-five  and  the 

children  that  aren't  there  and  falling  asleep  while  remembering 
the  cherry  in  the  pudding. 

JULIA  ALVAREZ 
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A  Little  Bit  of  Growing  Up 


hen  the  nights  get  somehow  longer  -  then  I  wonder  -  perhaps 
the  gods  made  the  nights  especially  for  those  of  us  who  haven't 
any  other  time  to  wonder.  The  gods  knew  that  we  needed  some 
nights  to  stay  awake  and  wonder  and  perhaps  cry  about  lost  youth, 
to  try  and  make  our  minds  accept  death  as  being  nothingness  -  and 
then  go  on  to  thinking  of  life  instead  of  death.  Those  aren't  really 
just  night,  for  they  must  be  special  in  some  way,  to  all  of  us.  Maybe 
it  is  only  special  for  those  wishing  they  could  use  all  nights  for  won- 
dering and  few  for  dreaming,  only  special  for  the  ones  who  take  the 
nights  for  thought.  Then  Reality  steps  in  again  and,  closing  the  shut- 
ters on  all  the  dreaming  throng  beyond  your  consciousness,  says, 
"Come,  my  poor  darling,  you  must  rest."  Then  you  pretend  until 
she's  gone  again  to  tell  the  rest  of  the  world,  "goodnight"  .  .  .  And 
finding  her  quite  gone,  steal  to  the  shutters  and  open  them  to  gaze 
upon  those  dreams.  I  think  that's  right.  Reality  hasn't  come  yet  to 
say  "goodnight."  Not  yet,  but  I  haven't  time  to  fall  asleep,  can't 
waste  the  night  in  sleeping,  light-awaiting  .  .  .  "Goodnight,  Reality." 
"Goodnight." 
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